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| see what's going down 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired heavily by this song: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6UxbSIOEIQk 


"Good morning, Dee Dee." 

| look up from my bass. "Morning, Joey.” 

I've known Joey for years, but I've never seen him in such a sad state. He looks.. battered. He walks with a 
limp into the room where we're going to rehearse. He usually covers his face with hair and glasses, but it 
appears that he's taken extra care to keep it that way today. | can't see any visible injuries. | just know 
something's not quite right. 


But | don't say anything. | can't find the correct words to express my concern 


"Late again," Johnny snaps. 


"Shut up," says Joey. 


Johnny scowls. The tension is so thick | could cut it with a knife. After a long pause, he clears his throat. "OK, 
let's start with ‘Blitzkrieg Bop'" 


"|, 2, 3, 4" | count.. 


Do you feel like a man, when you push him around? 


We rehearse nearly every day in preparation for our next album. And every day Joey looks a little more down 
and depressed, and Johnny seems increasingly cruel to him. They were never close and never really got along, 


but this is a new level. 


One day the phone rings from the next room. "Must be my girlfriend. Hold on guys." Johnny sprints through 
the doorway, shutting it behind him. 


Man! Once he's gone, it's like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. | don't know what it is about Johnny, 
but | don't trust him at all. | break the silence. "You know, | think the new lyrics you wrote were pretty cool.” 


He doesn't seem to hear me. He's gazing at his shoes. 

"Joey? You alright?" 

He looks over his shoulder at me. He's really pale. "Yeah. l'm fine." 

He reaches for the mike stand but before he grabs it his long legs crumple under him. 


‘Oh my god!" | try to reach Joey before he hits the floor but I'm too late. His hair has been thrown back 


from his face. He's not only pale, but.. bruised 

"Joey, what's this on your face?." Fuck! He's not conscious. 

Tommy bumps a cymbal as he gets up to see what happened. "Is he okay?" 
"Apparently not," | reply 

"The fuck's going on?" Johnny's back 

"Joey fainted,” | tell him. 


Johnny rolls his eyes and nudges Joey's hip with the toe of his sneaker. "C'mon Joey. Up. You've got to toughen 
up. Quit being such a baby." 


"What the hell are you talking about?" | look up at him. "He fucking fell down out of nowhere!" 


Joey starts moving. "Oh god." he groans. "I feel sick" Tommy and | help him up and he staggers outside just in 
time. He pukes into the grass. 


Johnny shows no concern for his condition. As soon as Joey is finished we return to the rehearsal room. 


Johnny's still standing there, guitar strapped over his shoulders. 

"Feel like shit," Joey moans. "I'm gonna go home." 

"What are you talking about?" Johnny says. "We need to practice." 

"We've practiced every day this week!" | protest. "He's sick Let him rest awhile, you fucking Nazi!" 


The words are out before | can think about it. Johnny's eyes nearly pop out of his head, and instantly I'm 
afraid that he's going to do something to me. But he doesn't. 


"You know what? Whatever." He slams his guitar into its stand and the strings vibrate. "Go home and be a 


baby, Joey. Fucking sissy." 
| want to knock Johnny's teeth in But | don't. 


"Fuck you." Joey leaves, still limping, and | follow. 


Never to be mine? 
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Dancing Joey: 
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within are from the Tremeloes' "Here Comes My Baby". 

I'm still fuming with rage when we arrive at Joey's apartment. He unlocks the door with shaky hands. 

Even though | know he's not, | have to ask "You alright?" 

"No." He enters, ducking a little so as not to bump his head on the doorframe. He's so gorgeously tall and thin. 
| wipe the drool off my chin and follow him inside, trying not to stare. | respect him a lot, but.. why do | find 
him attractive? | thought | was straight. Every time | let some lustful thought into my mind, | feel bad about 
it. | feel like l'm degrading him. 


He's your fucking bandmate, Dee Dee. Get your jaw up off the floor. 


Joey sits down on the couch and | sit in a chair next to it. He slouches forward, covers his face with his hands 


and sighs deeply. He's obviously in distress but the sound he made clouds my mind. 

| wonder if | could make him do that in bed.. 

Stop! 

"Is there anything | can do?" 

| don't want to talk about it" Joey turns and slowly lays back across the couch, stretching his legs. He sets 
his glasses on the table and puts his arm over his eyes. "I just need to rest awhile. If you need anything feel 
free to get it" 

| smile. Joey's always so considerate and generous. But maybe thats why Johnny's been cruel to him.. he 
knows he can get away with anything because Joey is too forgiving. I'm so worried. | pick up a newspaper and 


try to read to take my mind off things... 


ERE 


| open my eyes an hour later and groan. | must have fallen asleep. Joey's no longer on the couch and there's 


music coming from the next room. 


Here comes my baby 
Here she comes now 
And-a it becomes as no surprise to me 


With another guy.. 


| walk as quietly as | can to the doorway. Joey's got a record on the turntable and he's dancing. You'd think 
he'd be clumsy because of his size, and he kind of is, but at the same time he moves so beautifully. 


Well here comes my baby 


Here she comes now.. 


Music seems to have helped him feel better. Despite the suspicious bruises, he's got the biggest smile on his 


face. True happiness radiates from him and it warms my heart. He sees me, laughs and keeps going. | grin. 


Walking with a love, with a love that's oh so fine 


Never to be mine no matter how | try.. 


But | want him to be mine. 


He swears he loves you 


The phone rings in the other room. Joey abruptly stops dancing, takes the needle off the record and picks up 
the phone. | follow. 


"Hello?" 


And all the happiness just melts away when he hears who's on the other end. He's not exactly thrilled to hear 
from them. | feel so bad for Joey. 


"Oh, hi.. Yeah. | love you too..” 
It only takes a second to break my heart into a million pieces. Joey's already with someone? Goddamnit. 


"Uh, no." He looks nervously at me. "Hold on" He puts his hand over the mouthpiece and whispers, "Dee Deel 
You can't stay here." 


"Why?" | mouth. 

"Just go!" 

| do as he says and head to my own apartment a few blocks away. So many questions fill my mind. | even 
forgot to ask where he got those bruises. Is it really even my business? For all | know it could have been an 


accident. 
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Joey's moaning. He wraps those long, long legs around me, pulling me closer as | thrust into him. He's so tight. | groan 


and lay my head in the space between his neck and shoulder, biting lightly on his collarbone. 


The slight pain pushes Joey over the edge and he growls as his warm cum splatters onto my stomach He didn't 
even need to be touched The sounds he makes cloud my mind and I cum too, deep inside him. 


As the last throbs of ecstasy fade, he grabs my hair and pulls my face fo his in a heated kiss. When we part he's 
sweaty, his hair ruffled He stares up at me with those dark eyes that he usually hides. Joey is so breathtakingly 
beautiful, especially like this.. 


‘Mmmm. | love you," Í murmur. 
Before | can hear his reply | wake up, in my bed, not his. Alone. Twisted in the stained sheets. It felt so good, 


but now that I'm back in reality | realize it's kind of wrong. He's in a relationship. | have no right to be lusting 


after him. 


Somehow, though, | don't think he's happy. But | could make him happy. | know | could. 


| only hope he wants me as much as | want him. 


Do you feel better now, as he falls to the ground? 


The next afternoon I'm watching TV when | hear a knock on my door. | get up and look out the peephole. It's 


Joey, looking even worse than before. 

| open the door and he limps inside. He's walking funny, like it hurts to even move. | can see bruises and cuts 
through the holes in his jeans. Some are bleeding. And | know he didn't do this himself. Even when he trips and 
falls onstage, it's never this bad. 


"What's up, Joey?" Clearly a lot 


"Not much." He sits down, picks up my bass and absentmindedly plucks the strings a little. Since his legs are 
bent, his knees are more visible. The bruises look even more severe in the light. 


"Jesus Christ, Joey. Look at that." 
He ignores me. 
"Who's hurting you?" 


"Dee Dee, | fell down the stairs. Now quit asking." He sets down my bass and walks down the hall to the 


bathroom. | follow. 
"You've said that before. Bullshit. Listen to me!" 


| grab his shoulder, but he goes limp and slumps against the wall. His face is at my level now. | can see a deep 
sadness in his eyes. 


"Look at me, Jeff," | say, using his real name. "You've got to tell me. Who the fuck's been beatin’ on you?" 
"Why would you care?" 


"I lo-.. | can't stand to see you like this. Something's going on" My eyes fill with tears and | swallow the lump in 


my throat. 

"Dee Dee." 

"Yog?" 

"Are you only asking because you like me?" 


My heart pounds. "I do like you, Joey. A lot. And.. l'm genuinely concerned for your safety.” 


Joey sighs and makes his way over to the couch. Once he sits down, he confesses.. 


His lies crumble down 


"It was Johnny. 
"What? | am so gonna kill that bastard. 


Its Johnny!" he shrieks, tears welling up in his eyes. "It started out innocently enough. He'd grab my arm kind 
of roughly and chew me out if | fucked up during rehearsals, but then it got worse. When he wants me to 
stay after and discuss lyrics, he's not doing that. He's making me.. Do things," Joey gasps and wipes his eyes. 


"He likes to tie me up and stuff." He pulls back the sleeves of his leather jacket to reveal wounded wrists. "It 
hurts so bad" He lifts his long hair away from his neck; there's a large bite there, not the romantic kind at all 


This was clearly done to cause pain 


"He won't let me eat much either. He's been doing this since day one. He says he loves me but.. he fooled me. 


I'm so stupid for caring about him. | can't get away." 
‘Oh my god" | stand there in silence for a few seconds before stepping forward to take him in my arms. "No 
one's ever going to hurt you again. Not as long as | live." | kiss his cheek before | lose the nerve. "You stay 


here, be quiet, and don't answer the door no matter who it is. I've got an ass to kick" 


"I love you." Joey looks up at me from his place on the couch with those big brown eyes, and | can tell he 


means it. 


'| love you too, Joey." I'm not sure who makes the first move, but his lips are sweet. I've never kissed another 


man. But kissing Joey just seems right. 
"Go, Dee Dee. Fuck him up." 


| walk out the door, baseball bat in hand, the taste of Joey on my lips, and gather all my courage. 


Beat on the Brat 


Author's Notes: 
l'm so sorry for not being active in forever :lol: a lot of stuff has happened in my life but | feel the urge to 
write once again. (| adore Joey and can't leave his situation hanging, haha. | also feel like Johnny was a huge jerk 


irl and deserves consequences!) | really wanted to continue this story so here it is! 


| wouldn't consider myself particularly strong. But | know | can make Johnny leave Joey alone. | recall taking 
karate lessons when | was a child and feeling like Superman when the board shattered after a single, well- 
placed kick. 

Johnny's a stubborn guy. | doubt even a beating would make him act decent. But | have to try. If someone 
were to get the police involved, Johnny, Joey and | would be outed as "homosexuals". and the resulting backlash 
could leave us unable to be successful in the music world 

If Johnny's still conscious after | beat the shit out of him, I'm going to tell him he's out of the fucking band 
and to leave us the hell alone. | find a pay phone on the way to Johnny's house and call Tommy, jamming a coin 
into the slot. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey Tommy, it's Dee Dee. |, uh, just found out something pretty horrible. Johnny's out of the band." 

"What? Why?" 

"IIl explain later. Don't let him in the rehearsal room anymore, he'll trash our instruments. | gotta go." 

"Ok, | guess. Don't do anything stupid!" 

| laugh a little. "Trust me, Tom, it won't be." | hang up and continue on my way. 


~~ KW HK 


| knock on Johnny's door. I'm very nervous but | can't let it show. Gritting my back teeth together, | hope he 
doesn't know what's in store for him. Quickly | stand up straight and tighten my grip on the bat. 


The door swings open. "Hey, Dee D- what the fuck?!" 


My baseball bat collides with his side before | realize what l'm doing. Johnny falls backwards into the entryway, 
hitting his head on the wall. 


A woman I've never seen before is sitting on a comfy-looking chair in Johnny's living room. "What the hell? 
Johnny!" she screams and runs to him. As she gets closer | realize she's not his girlfriend. Not only is Johnny 


abusing Joey, he's playing with at least two womens’ hearts. Jeez! 


Johnny gets up and | try to hit him in the head with my bat, but he wrestles it away and breaks it over his 
knee. It splinters and the fragments shatter on the floor. "Dee Dee, | don't know what the hell your problem is, 
but if we're gonna fight, we will fight like *men*! None of this bullshit!" 


"Real men don't beat and rape others for kicks!" | retort and tackle him to the ground. "Joey told me 
everything. You're out of the fucking band! We don't need youl" 


"Oh really?" He spits in my face and | am blinded for one moment, just long enough for him to flip us and get 
one guitar-strengthened hand around my neck. | struggle, but he's not letting up. | try to knee him in the balls 


and miss. 

"Dee Dee, you are nothing more than a worthless degenerate. All | have to do is tell Tommy and Joey you've 
been dropping bad acid again. You'll be the one who's gone then. Not me." My throat hurts so much. He's not 
going to let go until l'm passed out or dead. "I want this band to *work*! Joey being a fucking weirdo won't get 
us there! He needs to do as | say. Joey deserves everything | do!" 

"No he doesn't," | croak, and Johnny punches me in the face. Hard. | feel a pop and blood runs from my nose. | 
almost want to give up. Sparkles appear in the edges of my vision. But somehow | find the strength to twist 
away from Johnny's grip and shove him against the wall 


"You're out of the band, John. Leave Joey alone or I'm calling the cops." 


"| already did" The woman | saw earlier sets down the phone. "That's all | needed to know. Goodbye Johnny." Her 


heels click as she walks out the door. 
"Goddamnit Dee Dee! You made me lose my woman too?!" 


"Your woman' is gonna be pissed when she finds out *she* was here. Not only are you abusive, you're a 
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cheater too. Joey's mine now." 


Sirens rise in the distance and Johnny looks panicked. He tries to run away but | grab the back of his shirt, 


ripping it but still catching him. I'm not even worried about being outed anymore. | just want Joey to be safe. 


"They're gonna love you in jail, John" 


Ive Finally Had Enough 


Author's Notes: 
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The police arrive and take Johnny away. | kind of feel bad. Johnny could have been our friend forever, but 


after what he did to Joey, he can never be forgiven 
"Are you ok, sir?" a portly officer asks. "Your nose is bleeding pretty bad. Should we take you to a doctor?" 


| wipe it with my hand, but just end up making a bigger mess. "I'll be fine. Thank you though." I've got to get 
back to Joey. | hope he's alright. 


| file a restraining order against Johnny. Even when he gets out of jail, he can't be anywhere near me or Joey. 


Hopefully we can find another guitarist, | think as | finish the paperwork 


"Do you want to press further charges? Right now, all we have against him is assault and battery, but with 


detailed examination of the victim we can have concrete evidence and do more to keep Joey safe." 


‘Of course." | know | will have to hold Joey's hand through the process. He probably doesn't want to ever be 


touched again. 

The officers don't seem to care about the nature of our relationships with each other, to my relief. They just 
want to keep us safe. One of them gives me a ride back to my place. | unlock the door and see Joey is still 
sitting on the couch, hugging a pillow and rocking back and forth, staring blankly at the wall. 

"Joey? Are you ok, baby?" 


"Oh." He looks over at us with misty eyes. The officer stands awkwardly in the doorway. "Is he gone?" 


"Yes." | wrap my arms around Joey and kiss his ear. His hair is soft and smells sweet. "We gotta get you to a 


doctor so we can prove Johnny..did things. He'll be put away for a long time." 


| get some tissues from the box on the coffee table and try to clean the blood off my face. "He punched me 
in the face, but | fucked him up worse. Let's get you checked out." 


| take his slim hand in mine and let him lean on me as we walk outside. The bruises and cuts | noticed earlier 


have darkened. Putting stress on his legs might make it worse. Perhaps he has a fracture. 


As we drive to the hospital, Joey lays down in the back seat of the cop car. His head rests in my lap. | run my 


hands through his thick black hair lightly and take off his glasses. His deep brown eyes look up at me, and | 
silently promise him and myself to always keep him safe. 


| Wanna Be Your Boyfriend 


When we get to the hospital, luckily its not a busy day. A cute blonde nurse immediately checks us in and 

takes Joey's vital signs. | would have hit on her if | was here alone, but | have Joey to take care of. | have 
room for no one else, in my mind or in my heart. 

Joey's skinny arm barely fills the blood pressure cuff and he smiles a little when the nurse points this out. 


"Are you sure you eat enough?" she asks, concerned. 
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"Well, | just got out of an abusive situation thanks to Dee Dee here, so l'm planning to have all the pizza | want 


when | get back home." He smiles at me and | feel my heart swell 


"Good" She hands Joey a gown “Change into this and take off any jewelry. We need to take an X-ray. I'll be 
right back." 


| help Joey undress and am shocked at the amount of bruises | hadn't been able to see before. My anger is 
rekindled and | want to snap Johnny's neck. But hopefully the others in jail will take care of that for me. 


"It hurts so much," Joey moans when | run my hand along a big purple bruise on his back 


"l'Il take care of it when we're done here." | brush my lips against his neck and gently hug him, then pull the 
flimsy gown around his thin body. 


The nurse returns, rolling a large machine into the room. She takes an X-ray of Joey's whole body and looks 
relieved. "Well, you don't have any broken bones, so you don't need to stay overnight or have much further 
care. But you do have a lot of bruises and cuts. Just be easy with yourself" Joey nods in understanding. "But 
we do need to take a photo of that bite mark on your neck for evidence." 

"Okay." Joey moves his hair out of the way for her and she snaps a photo. 

Ro tke hak 

When we return home Joey sighs and collapses onto the couch. "Do you need anything?" | ask. 


"Not really. Just a hug. And to watch TV." 


| turn on Wheel of Fortune and pull Joey into my lap. Despite being tall, he isn't very heavy. He removes his 
glasses, something he refuses to do very often, and places them on the table. A big yawn stretches his face. 


"Joey?" 


"Yeah?" 

"Um, | don't know how to say this, but | really, really like you. | love you, actually. You deserve way better 
than Johmy's stupid ass. You deserve to be kissed often, and by someone who knows how. | guess what I'm 
saying is, | wanna be your boyfriend” 


"Aw, Dee Dee." Joey blushes. "OF course." 


We share our second kiss as someone on Wheel wins a million dollars. 


A new life he has found 


Author's Notes: 
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Joey breaks our kiss and smiles up at me. "Thanks for saving me.. | want some pizza 


"Straight from mushy love to food, huh?" | ruffle his hair and order us two large pepperoni pizzas and two 
Cokes, realizing lm pretty hungry too. 


30 minutes later, the TV has changed from the game show to the news, and our meal hasn't arrived. Joey's 


stomach grumbles. 

"Do you wanna take a bath while we wait?" 

"Sure" He stands up off my lap slowly, limping to the bathroom 

"You alright? You're walking funny.” 

"Yeah, just busted my foot when | was fighting with Johnny," he sighs. 
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"Don't be sorry. Be happy that shit's over." He takes off his leather jacket and hangs it on the doorknob, then 
unhooks his belt. He never puts it through the loops on his jeans, so it comes off quickly. 


| turn the faucet on and he peels his shirt off, exposing snow white, hairless skin that contrasts beautifully 
with his black hair. And the same bruises that infuriated me earlier. | kiss each one. Instinctively my hands 
slide down to his hips, but | don't want to push anything sexual to happen before he wants to do it. | pull away 
a little. 


‘Its alright," he smiles. "I've always had the hots for you." His thin arms wrap around me and | lay my head on 
his shoulder. But my foot slips on the rug and | grab on tighter to Joey for support, sending us both collapsing 


into the water. 
"Shit." 


"It's okay." Water has splashed up onto his glasses and he takes them off, dropping them on the floor. Our 
clothes are soaked, but | don't care. | stand back up and look down at Joey. He slides his ripped jeans off, but 
hides his body with his long, long legs. And those cute feet! He's got big feet, but they're not weird looking like 


a lot of feet are. So long and slim. 


| playfully run one finger along the sole and he wiggles against the tile, kicking a little, his unique voice turning 
to deep giggles. My wet clothes make me feel cold but | don't care. 


The doorbell rings. "That should be our pizza!" Watery footprints trail behind me. The girl holding the boxes 
giggles when she sees l'm all wet. | have no safe explanation, so | just pay her, thank her and carry our dinner 


to the table. 

"Hey, the pizza came. Let's hurry before it gets cold" | strip down and get in with him. The warm water is 
relaxing, but some parts of me are definitely not relaxed. | want Joey so much! But if we try to do it here, we 
might slip. | dont want Joey hurt further. 

Gently | clean his body, being extra careful around any wounds. His skin is so soft! Who could injure such a 
sweet creature? | wash his hair, then quickly wash myself. When | step out | see Joey's looking at me. | blush 
and grab a towel. 


"You're uh, pretty cute.” 


"Thanks. You're not bad looking yourself" Joey rises from the tub and I'm impressed. He's got a very nice body. 
"I dunno if I'm ready to take this to the next level though. | love you, Dee Dee, but | should wait." 


"IFs fine. | want you to be happy." 


We enjoy our pizza and fall asleep on the couch. 


